

7 he Tragedy 

In tne maine bit tell, whofc pui fiance on either fide 
Shall b;e well winged with our chicfeft l^orle i 
This, and Saint George to boote, whac think: ft thou not 

Nor. A good direction warlike foueraigne, Hs/kwetl, 
Thii found I one my teat this morning, U lnt .. h ,„ 

Inks, «•> >• >Si. T 

F or Dickon thy mafier is bought aud [old. 

King. A thing deuifed by theeaemy, 

Goe Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge, 

Let not bur babling drea nts affright ourfoules, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vfc, 

Deuifdeas firft tokeepc the ftrbiig in awfc, 

Gar ftrong armes be oar confcience*, *.ir fwords oaf lat<A 
March on,ioytic brandy, lctvs too it pcllrhell, 

If not to heauen, then hand in hand to hell, His mthn 

What fha'l I fay more then I hiuc inferd, tel 

-Remember who you arc in cope wichall, 

A fort ofvabibonds,Rafcols,aiid run-awayes, 

A feutn of Brittaines, and bale lackey pefints, 

Whomc their ore cloyed countrcy vomits forth 
Todefperatc aduincuresand affur’d dcftrudhoBj 
You fteeping fafe they bring you to vnreft ; 

You hauing lands, and blcft with beautious veiiiei, 
They would reftrainc the one, diftaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow ? 

Long kept in Brittainc at our mothers coft, 

A milke-fop one thar neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer Ihooes in fnow ; 

Lets whip thefc ftraglers ore the feasagaine, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerwecning rags ofFr4#ff, 

Tftefe famiflit beggers weary ot their Hues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want of meanes poorc rats had hang’d themfelws 
If we be conquered let man conquer rs, 

And not theft baftard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten, bob’d and thumpt, 

And on record left them the heire of flume. 

Shall thefc cnipy our lands, lie with our wiues ? 

RauiQt our daughters, harke I hearc these drum, 


^/Richard the Third. 

?ryourproud horfls hard , and ride m blood, 

/le the welkin with y onr broken ftaues, 

WtoS* Lord Stanley will hebring h,s power ? 
dAf My Lord hedoth deny to come. 
gjp. Off with his foune George/ head. 

Ner, My Lord the enemy is part thy tnarfb, 

A 1 ter the battel! let George Stanley die. 

Kf „\ thoufand hearts are gseat with in my bofome, 

A juice our fhndards, fet rpon our foes, 

Lri.. v,ordofc*..|& G ’ "V 

lnfpire vs with the fpeene of fiery Dra & on , 

Vponthem,yiaory fits one our helpes. 

^ Alarum exeurfions, Enter Cattsbj. 

Cat. Refcew my Lord of A7srf*%refcew refeew. 

The King enafts more wonders then a man, 

Daring an oppose to euery danger, 

Hisho.fe is flainc, and all one focte he fight , 

Seeking for %'chmerJ in the throat of death, 

Rcfcew.faire Lord, or elfc the day is loft. Enter Tsjcp 
Km. A borfe,a horfc my Kingdome for a none. 
hut. Withdraw my Lord.ilehflpeyouto ahorfe. 

King. Slauc I hauc fet my life vpon a caft. 

And I will fbnd rhe hazard of the die 
I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue I flaipe to day inttcad of him. 

Ahorfe, a horfe,my kingdome for ahorfe: 

Alarum, Enter Richard & Richmond, they fight, Richard* 
jlaine then retr ait being founded. Enter Richmond. DarCj 
bcariftcr. the Crownc with other Lordt, % rk , 

Rich. God and your armc be praifed viwofldus friends. 
The day is ours the bloudie dog is dead . . , 

Dor. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit t ee, 
Loc heere this long vfiirped royalties, 

From tht dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes with all, 

Weare it, and make much of it. 

Rvi. GteatGod ofheanenfayAoaentoall, , 
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